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little electric car she said we must go in the White House automobile to the park and let the car wait while we walked. We had a long tramp and found the paths muddy. When we started back in the car I said: "I will have your boots cleaned when we get back to my house so you won't have to arrive at the White House with such muddy ones." She replied: "We are not going to your house. I have ordered tea at the White House this afternoon, and you are to go back with me/' I said: "Oh, I couldn't do that; my shoes are a sight, and I should be taken for a tramp." "Yes, you can," she answered, "for there is not a soul there. Cousin Wood-row is playing golf with Dr. Grayson and we will go right upstairs in the elevator and you shall see no one. I have had tea with you every time and Cousin Woodrow asked me the other day why I never brought my friends back there. He really wishes I would have some one in that lonely old house."
I agreed to go, following her plan to get in the elevator and ascend to the second floor. But what she had not arranged was the greeting we received when we got out of the elevator. The President and Dr. Grayson, just returned from golf, with boots as muddy as ours, were rounding the turn of the hall. We met face to face. We all laughed at our plight, but I would have been less feminine than I must confess to be, had I not been secretly glad that I had worn a smart black tailored suit which Worth had made for me in Paris, and a tricot hat which I thought completed a very good-looking ensemble.
The two gentlemen, I am sorry to say, were not so well attired. Their golf suits, as I found out later, were made by a cheap tailor the President had known years before and whom he was trying to help by giving an order. They were not smart.
This was the accidental meeting which carried out the old adage of "turn a corner and meet your fate".
Helen explained she had brought me for a tete-^-t&e tea,